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Dear Jimmy 


Author's Notes: 

Just a strange idea | had thinking about celebrity book signings, and the minor fetish | have about sitting in 
men's laps `). Written for the May 20lb "Self Insert" challenge. Deleted from the site in July 20l6 due to 
technical error and l'm reposting it now. This is the last of my "older" stories that were erased and had to be 
reposted. 


"Friday, December 20, 2 to Spm, Don't Miss Your Chance to Meet Jimmy Pagel" the flier in my hometown 
newspaper had advertised. Oh, / wont miss my chance - no way in hell The mall at Christmastime was sure to 
be a godawful zoo, but Jimmy's presence would certainly grace the otherwise loathsome scene with beauty 


and charm. 


Not since | was an angst-filled, gangly teenager had | visited this shopping mall. And even longer since I'd been a 
little girl waiting in line to sit on Santa Claus's lap. Now here | was, standing in the same rotunda amidst the 
greasy aromas from the food court, planning to sit on the lap of a different white-haired supernatural 


gentleman 


My god, most of the people in line were middle-aged men! Surely Jimmy would welcome the sight of a woman 
approaching, | reassured myself and patted the pocket of my jacket to make sure | still had the piece of paper 
on which I'd written my name and number, just in case. It was a long shot but | figured I'd slip it to him, that 


is, if | could retain my wits. 


There were maybe fifty people in line, tops, and | was nearly at the front. So few guests, for Jimmy Page, 
guitar god? Could this whole "Jimmyland’ setup be some sort of colossal hoax? No, | believed it would be the 


real thing. The flutter in my belly told me so. 


A few components of the display created for Jimmy's appearance led me to suspect the mall staff were 
repurposing some of Santa's "village" There was a squat-looking irregularly proportioned hut that looked a lot 
like a gingerbread house, but with sheets of sloppily applied fake moss glued to the puffs of snow in an 
attempt to conceal them. Near the bottom of the structure, styrofoam domes made to look like rocks only 
partially sheathed the row of giant gumdrops that formed the foundation. | couldn't tell if they were aiming for 
a Hobbit theme, or perhaps The Old Man in the Cave. In order to meet Jimmy, each guest had to duck through 


a small doorway into this mysterious house. And | was next! 


A stern-looking dwarf in a monk's costume led me into the dim interior. Incense smoke gusted into my face and 
| was disoriented until my eyes adjusted to the darkness. Candles, which appeared to be real, provided what 


little illumination there was. 


Expecting to see silver-haired 68-year-old Jimmy Page, | was stunned, nearly to the point of cardiac arrest, 
when | saw instead the gorgeous young man I'd known only from pictures. His bountiful mahogany curls 
caressed his shoulders and shone warmly in the candlelight. At the center of all that hair was a face so 
tender in its expression - heavy-lidded eyes beneath dark velvety eyebrows and a sort of dazed smile on his 
plump, shapely lips. He was dressed in magnificent wide-leqged, plum-colored satin trousers, a matching tailored 
jacket that hugged his slim frame perfectly, and a black shirt unbuttoned all the way to his bellybutton. He sat 
on a regal yet rustic-looking wood throne that looked like it might've taken shape by chance over centuries and 


was in fact still growing and twisting like a living tree. 


One of the dwarves waved impatiently at me, beckoning me to take my turn, leaving me no time to further 


consider the reality of this perplexing scene. 


Stepping through another cloud of aromatic smoke, | held my breath and moved toward Jimmy, but he didn't 
seem to notice me. | was panic stricken. What should | say? Before | knew it I'd be in the freezing cold parking 


lot again, walking back to my car with nothing but memories, so | simply couldn't squander this precious time 


with him. 


As if tugged by an invisible string, his head suddenly turned and we had eye contact for one spellbinding 
second. He nodded, patted his lap, and smiled quizzically. It was like he were going through the motions by rote, 
but | didn't care - Jimmy had just invited me to sit.. on his lap. Were all those men waiting in line going to sit on 
his lap too? 


| lowered myself deliberately onto his lap and wiggled my backside against his thigh, to communicate my 
excitement. That day | had worn a very short, very tight skirt. There had been a pair of black tights, and 
panties too, but | threw them on impulse into the ladies room garbage just before getting in line. Never before 


in my life had | worn a miniskirt without panties. 


Jimmy smelled like sandalwood, a hint of something floral, smoky and earthy, and his breath was scented with 
brandy. His eyes were placid but held a kindness and wisdom in them. | gazed at his face, transfixed, 


"Well hello there," he said, the rather high tone of his voice unmistakably smooth and seductive. | knew then 
absolutely that this was the real Jimmy Page, although the how and why were beyond the realm of my 
understanding. 


"Hi, Jimmy," | replied, trying to match the calmness | heard in his voice. 
"And how old are you, little girl?" he asked, sounding a bit rehearsed. 


| was taken aback by the odd question but blurted out: "Thirty-one." Okay, | was a few years past that, but | 
had a young face and it was dark enough that | could get away with it. Damn, | should've said twenty-eight 


instead. 
‘Oh, that's marvelous. Mmm. Have you been good this year?" he purred. 
"Yes, | have," | lied, feeling no remorse for having just lied about my age. 


"Do you know what you'd like for Christmas?" he asked dreamily, then held his finger up to his lips. "Don't say 
it out loud." 


| strained to send a telepathic message to him. / want you, Jmmy, Just a piece of you, | can lve on that 
forever.. But then he spoke again. 


"Whisper it to me," he murmured, leaning his head toward my mouth. His cold nimble fingers brushed my bare 


thigh and | shivered with delight. 


"I'd like this, please," | breathed into his ear and brazenly cupped my hand over his groin. My palm skimmed 
down the slippery smooth material and found a delectable bulge. At first, my motions seemed to soothe rather 
than excite him. His eyelids slipped halfway shut and his pretty mouth curved into a drowsy smile. Then | 
perceived a subtle change in the comportment of his body as he succumbed. His shoulders slumped, his 


forearms flexed, and his cock stiffened against my palm until it was as hard as a brass rod. 


Continuing to rub his erection, | inclined my head to listen to his quickened breaths. With my spare hand | 
touched the ruffled collar of his beautiful blouse near the deep V that exposed his chest. The delicate paleness 


of his skin there was almost heartbreaking. 


"Hmm. | think | have a prezzie that you might enjoy," he mused. 
"What's that, Jimmy?" 
"To see how | play with myself. | seem to have gotten a bit.. aroused." 


Before | could speak, he deftly opened his trousers and pulled out his dick without so much as a downward 
glance. As for myself, not only did | glance - | stared. Even in the dim light | could see that Jimmy's cock was 
lovely and straight, uncircumcised of course, and seemed to belong so naturally in his hand. His long fingers 


were graceful, in constant motion as they rolled over the head and milked the shaft. 

"Do you like it?" he asked. 

| nodded vigorously, although got the feeling he wasn't really trying to impress me. 
"Have you ever seen one before?" he inquired further. 

"Of course," | said, almost adding, dont be silly, Jimmy, but not wanting to sound churlish. 


"Oh, look Here's another prezzie for you. A wee bit of candy," he said, looking down at his hard-on. "Taste it. | 
think you'll find it quite sweet.” 


A bead of clear fluid glimmered at the tip and caught the candlelight like a gemstone. In order to reach my 
mouth to it | had to crouch down, as elegantly as | could, between his parted thighs. He held his cock still while 


| gave him one slow, firm lick He hadn't exaggerated - it was as sweet as a droplet of honeysuckle nectar. 


The music that had been playing outside the hut suddenly got noticeably louder. It was Rainbow's "Stargazer." It 


felt like a warning to hurry. One of the dwarves turned to scowl at us from outside the front door. 


Jimmy nodded at me reassuringly and without ceremony resumed his wanking. The black lace cuff of his shirt 
danced over his bony wrist as he started to stroke himself faster. 


After half a minute or so, his head tipped back and he jolted slightly, emitting a soft groan. | looked down just 
in time to see a thick string of cum whoosh out like a silent serpent into the room. Several more streams 
followed in decreasing size and force, each one looking almost opalescent in the candlelight. Jimmy, having 


avoided the path of each spurt, was already doing up his trousers and regaining his poise. 


He snapped his fingers and one of the dwarves hustled in from some nearby hiding place. "Clean that up, wil 
you," Jimmy said coolly, gesturing to the mess near his feet, and the dwarf sprang into action 


Before | could even form a coherent thought, another dwarf simultaneously rushed me out a side door while 
shouting and cursing at the other dwarf. "Bye, Jimmy," | said appreciatively, but the bickering between the two 


dwarves drowned out my words. 


Before venturing into the frigid New Jersey air, | stopped in front of a fragrant Cinnabon to let the remains of 
my adrenaline dissipate. Even though | had just had Jimmy Page's penis in my mouth, | allowed myself to 
indulge in a moment of petty regret. Naturally, | had forgotten to give Jimmy my fucking phone number. Also, | 
had gone commando, in December, for nothing - his hand never ventured past the middle of my thigh. And, oh, 
shit. | had failed to purchase the commemorative photograph that | was entitled to! Without it, how would 


anyone believe me? 


